down his sides as if his hands had been lumps of lead,
His dull eyes, heavy with a stupid craftiness, wandered
slowly round the room in search of objects to eat,
drink, smoke or steal. His conversation, when we sat
down to table, was confined to surly sentences expressive
of his wants: "Can I 'ave another sausage ?" "Got a
bit more bread ?" "Can I *ave a bleedin' cigarette ?"
It was difficult to understand what held the two to-
gether, for Vernon was ail gaiety and life. Ke took
an interest in everything; he danced about, criticizing
the decoration of the flat and making almost dictatorial
suggestions for its improvement. "I like the stuff of
these curtains," he said, "but can't you see they ought
to be yellow ? Yellow, my dear, yellow! It's a crime
they aren't yellow! And that lampshade positively
makes my hair stand on end. Can't you see you want
a black alabaster bowl ?"
They slept on a sofa and an arm-chair in the sitting-
room, and next morning Vernon approached me timid-
ly. He said he had no money and nothing to do,
would I mind very much if he stayed on a few days
while he looked for a job ? I told him he could stay a
week, but his friend must go. I was certain that before
the week was up he would have cleared the place of
all its valuables and disappeared. Vernon must have
found that the charms of that friendship had exhausted
themselves very rapidly, for he agreed at once and the
lout left, his last words: "Can I *ave a bob for a packet
of fags ?"
At the end of the week, Vernon was still without
a job, and I told him he must clear out. His reply
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